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appeared, then a long body stooped through the low door
and straightened up; a right arm was raised in greeting,
there was a noisy sigh, and a deep bass voice said, "Good
evening,"
The mother bowed without answering.
"Pavel home?"
The stranger slowly took off his fur jacket, raised one
leg as he brushed the snow off his hoot with his cap, did
the same thing with his other leg, tossed his cap into the
corner and ambled across the room. He examined one of
the chairs as though to assure himself it would hold him,
then sat down and yawned, covering his mouth with his
hand. He had a well-shaped, close-cropped head. His face
was clean-shaven, except for a moustache with drooping
ends. He carefully studied the room with large, prominent
grey eyes,
"This your own hut or do you rent it?" he asked, cross-
ing his legs and rocking back and forth on the chair.
"We rent it," answered the mother, who was sitting
facing him.
"Not much of a place," he commented.
"Pasha will be back soon, just wait a bit."
"That's what I'm doing," the big man replied calmly.
She was reassured by his calmness and his soft voice
and his plain face. His look was frank and friendly, and
sparks of mirth danced in the depths of his clear eyes.
There was something winning about his whole figure, so
angular and drooping and long-legged* He was wearing
a blue blouse and wide black trousers thrust into the tops
of his boots. She wanted to ask who he was and where
he came from and whether he had known her son long,
but all of a sudden he swung forward and was himself the
first to speak,
"Whoever gave you such a blow on the head, ncnkv*'l"
he asked.
* Nenko-~affectionate term for "mother" used in the Ukruinc,^-
Trans.

